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ACTORS NAMES. 


At the TEA TRE in the Havmar K ET. 


Gaylove, a young barriſter, in love 
with Arbella. 
 Muckworm, uncle and guardian to 


: Mr. Salway. 


Mr. Jones. 


bells. 
; Sapſeull, a county 'uire, intended EE 
for Arbella. er. ws 
Slango, ſervant to Gaylove, an arch Young N ſter 8 
fellow. | 


Blunder, ſervant to Sapſeull, a clown. Mr. Topping, 


Arbella, piece to Muckworm, in | Mew 3 
love with Gaylove. | | 
Combruſh, her maid, a pert one. Mrs. Pritchard. 


At the Twzarze in Goopman's Fields. 


Gay love, Mr. Kelly. a 
Muckworm, Mr. Norris. 

Sapſcull, Nr. Bardin. 

Slango, | Mr. Woodward. 
Blunder, Mr. Dove. 

Arbella, Miſs. Gerrard. 


Combruſh, Mrs, Roberts, | 
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P R O L go 4 VU E. 


HE great, the good, the wiſe in every age 
Have made a moral mirrour of the ſtage ; 
while, to the ſhame and ſpite of taſtcleſs fools, 
Terence ſtill reigns a claſſic in our ſchools : 
But now the DRAMA fears a ſad decline, 
And peeviſh hypocrites its fall combine. 
From ſtage, to ſtage, behold our author toſs'd, 
And, but for you, bis genius cruſh'd and loſt. 
No Wilks, no Booth! his labours to requite, 
He here takes ſhelter, ſludious to delight. | 
But to our FARCE — It has a double aim 
To honour wedlock, and put fools to ſhame ; 
Folly and prejudice, too near a kin, 
_ Supply pert coxcombs with eternal grin ; 
So infinitely ſtupid is whoſe mirth, | 
They'll ridicule one's very place of birth, _ 
And cry, An honeſt Yorkſhire Man! a wonder! 
But let them ſhoot their bolts, let blockheads blunder,” 
The glorious heroes of the Yorkſhire line, 
To time's laſt period ſhall in annals ſhine 3 
'. While land ring ſlaves, who would thoſe honours blot, | 
Shall unregarded live, -—and die forgot. 
Mean and unmanly is ſach partial ſpite, 
Averſe to nature's laws, to reaſon's light: | 
All fellow-creatures, ſure, ſhould ſocial be, 
Nay, even to brutes we owe humanity. 
Our author does in virtue's cauſe engage, 
In hopes to make her ſhine upon the Hage; F 
A modeſt entertainment we intend, 
_ Willing to pleaſe, yet fearful to offend; 
3 Tudulge us therefore, if you can't commend, 
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EPIL o C v 


spoken after the third night, in the fummer-ſeaſon, 


HATMARKET, 


W E ſee with pleaſure the indulgent town, 
Won't let their veteran bard be quite caſt down : 
Spite of tage- tyrants, and their partial ſeoff, 
He flood his trial, and came nobly off. 
J told him, if the ladies did befriend him, 
He'd gain his point, ſucceſs world ſure attend him. 
This little houſe, this ſeaſon of the year, | 
The town ſo thin, might give the man ſome fear: 
But full of hopes, he follow'd fortunse's call, 
Better to aft it here, than not at all. | 
"Tis a new practice, tho 1 ſee no reaſon, 
To ſhut the ſtage up all the ſummer ſeaſon. 
Cur very caudle-ſnuffer's winter's pay, 
Will ſcarce ſupport him in a ſummer's day. 
Why do our angry grandſires vent their rage, 
And perſecute ſo fierce their once lav'd ſtage, 
Loſt to all taſte of cuſtomary joys, 
Theſe old men quite forget they once were boys. 
FiELDiNG and OaTEs may pray for London's may'r,. 
He's granted them a holiday this fair. 
Then bither bring your daughters, friends and ſpouſes g. 
We'll find diverſion, ſo you'll find full. houſes, 
Wie don't pretend the tip-top to excel, | 
But tis ſome kind of merit to mean well, 
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THE 


| Honeſt Vorkſhire- Man. 
2 f | SCEN E, an apartment in Muckworm's houſe, 


Arbella, Combruſh. 
A I R I. By Signior Porpora: 


ARBELL A. 


ENTLE Cupid ! ſeek my lover, 
Weft a thouſand ſighs from me; 
All my teader fears diſcover, 
Bid him haſte ! —— 
O bid him haſte, and {et me free. 
Combruſh ! 
_ Comb. Ma'am. 

Arb. No news from Gaylove yet? 

Comb. Not a tittle, ma'am, 

Arb. It quite diſtracts me. 

Comb. And every body elſe, maſam; for when you are one 
of humour, one may as well be out of the world. Well! this 
love is a ſtrange thing; when once it gets poſſeſſion of a young 
lady's heart, it turns her head quite topfy-turvy, and makes 
her out of humour with every body 
to ſay fo. | 

Arb. Prithee leave your 3 and tell me ſomething of 
Gay love. 

Comb. All T can tell you, ma'am, is, that he is ſtark ſtaring: 
mad for love of you. But this confounded uncle of yours, 

Arb. What of him? 

Comb. Has juſt received news of the erden of a rich coun- 

try *ſquire out of Yorkſhire; which country ſquire is cut out 
for your huſband. | 

Arb. They that cut a hufband out for me, ſall cut him 

out of better ſtuff, I aſſure you. 
A 3 


I'm fure I have reaſon 
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1 R II. In vain, dear Cloe, etc. 


Shall I ſtand flill and famely ſee 
Such Smithfield bargains made of me:! ? 
Ts not my heart my own? 
J hate, I ſcorn their clowniſh *ſquire, 
Nor lord, or duke, do J deſire, 
But him ] love alone. 

Comb. Well ſaid, ma'am, I love a woman of ſpirit. 
AIX III. Fark! away, 'tis the merry ton'd horn. 
Why ſtould women ſo much be contrauld? 

Why ſhould men with our rights make ſo bold? 

Let the battle tu ixt ſexe; be tryd, 

We ſnull ſoon prove the ſtrongeſt ſide, 

Then ſtand to your arms, | 
And truſt to your charms, 
Soon whining, and pining, 
The men will purſue ; 
But if you grow tame, 
They'll but make you their game, 
And prove perfect tyrants 
once they ſubdue. 


8 C E N E, A frreet near the joſe 


Gaylove and Slango. 
Gayl. No way to get at her? 


Slang. The devil a bit, Sir; old Muckworm has cut off all 


communication : but I have worſe news to tell you yet. 
Gayl. That's impoſſible. 


Slang, Your miſtreſs i is to be married to another, and that 
quickly. 


Gayl. Married! you ſurprize me; to whom? 


Slang. To ſquire Sapſcull, a Yorkſhire gentemaen, of a voy | 


great eſtate. 


Gayl. Confuſion ! can ſhe be 10 falſe? to Sapfeull! 1 know 
him well, of Sapſcull- Hall——1 was born within a mile and 


an half of the place; his father is the greateſt rogue in the coun- 
ty, the very man I am now ſuing for what my late brother 
mortgag'd to him, when I was a ſtudent at Cambridge. 1s he 
not content to with-hold my right from me, but he muſt ſeek 
to rob me of the only happineſs I deſire in life? 
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AN V I he charms of Florimel. 


I. 
My charming Arabell, 
To make thee mine ſecure, 
What would J not endure ? 
*Tis paſt the pow'r of tongue to tell, 
The love I bear my Arabell, 
3 . 
No human force ſpall quell 
My paſſion for my dear, 
Can love be too ſincere ? 
Dd ſooner take of life farewel 
Than of my deareſt Arabell. 


Is there no way to prevent this match? you were not us d 
to be thus barren of invention. | 

Slang. Nor am I now, Sir; your humble ſeryant has invent- 
ed already, —and ſuch a ſeheme l — 

Gayl. How! which way, dear Slango? 

slang. Why thus. !] muſt perſonate Arbella, (with 


this ſweet face) and you her uncle, under which diſguiſes we 


may intercept the country 'ſquire, and get his credeniials; equipt 
with which, II leave you to gueſs the reſt. 

Gayl. Happy invention! ſucceſs attend it. 

Slang. I can't ſay Amen; though I'd do any thing to ſerve 
you. Do you know the reſult, Sir? no leſs than the forfeiture 


of your dear liberty, Have you Ons the : (Ong of the Dog 
and the bone ? 


1 * 


[N. B. The following ſong is taken from Mr. Worſdale's 
Cure for a Scold, inſerted here, by his permiſſion, and very 
proper to be ſung in this place, by Slango, for the future] 
Tune, ben the bright god of day. 
J. 


 Whorer to a wife 
1s link'd, for his life, 
Ts plac'd in moſt wretched condition: 
Tho plagu'd with her tricks, | 
Like a bliſter ſve ſlicks, | L 
And death is his only phyſieian, 
And death is his only phbyſiciag, 
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IT. 


To trifle and toy, 
May give à man joy, 
When ſummon'd by love or by beauty 
But, where is the bliſs in 
Our conjugal kiſſing, 
When paſſion is prompted by duty, 
When paſſion is prompted by duty. 
| | III. 
The cur who poſſeſs'd 
Of mutton the beſt, 
A bone he could leave at his pleaſure : 
But, if to his tai! 
Tis ty'd, without fail | 
He's harraſi'd and plagu'd beyond meaſure, 
He's harraſs'd and plagu'd beyond meaſure. 


„ F 2 4 
— — — 


_ 


_ £ * 


—— - * —— 


SGayl. I am now ofa contrary opinion: vice looks fo hate- 
ful, and virtue ſo amiable in my eye, eſpecially as *tis the ready 
road to true happineſs, I am reſolv'd to purine its paths, A 
regular life, and a good wife for me. 


A IR V. Anſwer to the above ſong. 
To the ſame tune. 
; | J. 
That man who for life, 
Ts bleſs'd in a wife, 
Ts ſure in a happy condition: 
| Go things how they will, 
She ſticks by him ſtill, 
She's comforter, friend, phyſician, 
She's etc. 85 
5 | N 
Pray where is the joy, 
Tb trifle and toy, 
Tet dread ſome diſaſter from beauty ? 
But ſweet is the bliſs 
Of a conjugal kiſs, 
Where love mingles pleaſure with duty, 
Where, etc. 
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| III. 
One extravagant whore, 
Shall coſt a man more, 
Thas twenty good wives who are faving ; 
For wives they will ſpare, 
That their children may ſhare, 
But whoves are eternally craving. 


But, etc, IExeunt. 
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8 C E N E, another ſtreet. 


: Sapſcull and Blunder, ſtaring about. 

f Sapſ. Wuns-lent! what a mortal big place this ſame London 
is! ye mun ne'er ſee end on't, for ſure ;——houſen upon houſen, 
folk upon folk——one would admire where they did grow all 


* a 'F: OA 
2 rr 


of 'em. 
; Blund. Ay, maſter, and this is — to what you'll ſee an 
— by. and ye go to Tower ye mun ſee great hugeous ſhips as tall 
e- as houſen: then ye mun go to play houſen, and there be no leſs 
ly bor ſix of 'em, a hopeful company, o my conſcience! there 
A you'll ſee your comical tragedies, and your uproars, and roara- 


toribuſſes, and hear Fardinello, that ſings Solfa better nor our 
miniſter choir-men: and more nor that, ye mun ha” your choice 
of the prattieſt laſſes, ye &er ſet cen on. 
Sapſ. By th? meſs, and I'll be ſome body among 'em — — 
ſo I will-—-but how mun we find out chis ſame Sir Penurious 
Muck worm? „ 
| Blurd. Ye mun look to letter for that. 
Sapſ. Letter ſays, G-r-o-2 Groz- v-e-ve ne-r-neer Grozve- 
neer ſquare: but how mun we know where this ſame Grozve- 
neer ſquare is? 1 5 
glund. Why ye mun aſk oſtler for that. he'tl ſet you right 
for ſure: for your London oſtlers are wifer by half that our 
country juſtaſſes. / 
Sapſ. Ay, Blunder, ev Ty thing” 85 fine 1 in London, 


AIR VI. London is a fine town. 
9 London is 4 dainty place, 
great and gallant city, 
« For all the ſtreets are pav'd with gold, 
And all the folks are witty, 
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4 II. 
% And there's your lords and ladies fine, 
FThat ride in coach and ſix, 
That nothing drink but claret wine, 
00 And talk of politics, 
| 11. | 
And there's your beaux, with powder'd cloaths, 
Be- daubꝰ'd from head to chin ; 
„Their pocket-holes adorn'd with gold, 
© But not one ſouſe within. 
| IV. 
And there” sS the Engliſh bs goes 
PMith many a hungry belly, 
” pile heaps of gold are forc'd, God ol, 
* *® On Signior Farrinelli. 
| . 
And there's your dames, of dainty fenen. 
Vith ſkins as white as milk, | 
* Dreſt every day, in garments gay. 
* e and of filk, 
5 „ 
« And if your mind be ſo inclin'd, 
Jo have them in your arm. 
« Pull out a handſome——purſe of gold, 
** They can't reſiſt its charms. 2 


To them Gaylove as Muckworm. 


| Gayl. Welcome to London, dear *ſquire Sapſcull. I hope 
your good father's well, and all at Sapſcull-Hall. 

Sap. Did ye Cer hear the like, Blunder? this old gentleman 
knows me as well as I knows myſelf. [To Blunder aſide. 

Blund. Ay, maſter, your Londoneers knows every thing. 

Gayl. I had letters of your —— and was reſoly'd to 
meet you. 

Sapſ. Pray, Sir, who may you be, an I may be ſo bold? 

Gayl. My name, Sir, is Muckworm. 
Sapſ. What, Sir Penurious Muckworr ? 

Gayl. So they call me. 

Sapſ. Sir, if your name be Sir Penurious Muck worm, my 
name is Samuel Sapſcull, jnn. Eſq; ſon of Sir Samuel Sapſcull 

of Sapſcull-Hall ith” e o' Yorkſhire. 


ull 
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Gayl. Sir, I am no ſtranger to your family and merit; for 
which reaſon I ſent for you to town, to marry my niece with 


Sooo l. fortune, and a pretty girl in the bargain. 


Blund. Look ye there, maſter! {Afide to Sapſcull. 
Sapſ. Hold your peace, you blockhead. [Aſide to Blunder. 
Gayl. But how may | be ſure that you are the very ſquire 
Sapſcull I ſent for. Have you no letters, no credentials? 
Sapſ. Open the portmantell, Blunder——- yes, Sir, I ha 
brought all my tackle with me. Here, Sir, is a letter from 
father; [Gives a letter. — And here, Sir, are deeds and 


writings, to ſhew what you mun- ha? to truſt to: and here, Sir, 


is marriage-ſettlement, ſign'd by father, in fit caſe young gentle- 


woman and | likes one another. 


SGayl. Sir, ſhe can't chuſe but admire ſo charming a perſon. 


There ! is but one obſtacle that I know of. 


Sapſ. What may that be, an I may be ſo bold? 
Gayl. Your habit, Sir; your habit. 


Sapſ. Why, Sir, *twas counted wondrous fine in our country | 


| haſt parlementeering time. 


SGayl. O, Sir, but it's old- faſhion'd now, ink my niece loves 


every thing to the tip top of the mode. But if you'll go _ 


with me, I'll equip you in an inſtant, 
AIR VII. Set by the AUTHOR, 
I, 
Come hither, my country ſquire, 
Take friendly inſtructions from me; 
The lords ſhall admire, 
Thy taſte in attire, | 
The ladies ſpall languiſh for thee. 
CHORUS. 
Such flaunting, 
Gallanting, 
And jaunting, 
Such frolicking thou ſhall ſee, 
Thou ne'er like a clown, 
Shalt quit London's ſweet town, 
To live in thine own country. 
II. 
F ſeimming: diſh hat provide, 
With little more brim than lace ; 
| Nine hairs on a ſide, 
To a pig's tail ty'd, 
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Will ſet off thy jolly broad face. 
Bauch flaunting, efc. 
III. 
Go get thee a foot man's frock, 
A cudgel quite up to thy noſe, 
They frizz like a Je. 
And plaiſter thy block, 
And buckle thy ſhoes at thy toer. 
Such flaunting, etc. 
„ 
A brace of ladies fair, 85 
To pleaſure thee ſhall ſtrive, 
In a chaiſe and pair, 
They ſhall take the air, 
And thor in the box ſpalt drive. 
Such MY etc. 
V. 
Convert thy acres to caſh, 
And ſaw thy timber trees down, 
Mod keep ſuch traſh, 
And not cut a flaſh, 
Or enjoy the delights of the town. 
Such . eic. 


8 0 E N E. as apartment, 
Arbella and Combruſh: 


AIR VIII. set by the Aurhon. 


| „ 
Arb. In vain you mention pleaſure 
To one confin'd like me, 
Ah what is wealth or treaſare, 
Compar'd to liberty, 
. 
O thou for whom I lan gulſp. 
And doſt the ſame for me, 
Relieve a virgin's anguiſh, 
And ſet a captive free. 


To them Muckworm, 


| [Excunt. 


t. N 
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Muck. Come, there's a good girl; don't be in the pouts, now. 
Comb. I think it's enough to put any young lady in the 
pouts, to deny her the man ſhe likes, and force her to marry 


2 great loobily Yorkſhire tike. In thort, Sir, my miſtreſs don't 


like him, and won't have him—nay, I don't like him, and 


tel] you flat and plain ſhe ſhan't have him. 


Muck. Shan't have him, Mrs. Snapdra on! 
Comb, No, ſhan't have him, Sir —- if I were ſhe, I'd ſee 


who ſhould force me to marry againſt my will. 


Muck. Was ever ſuch an impudent huſſy; but I'll ſend you 
a packing. Get out of my houſe, you ſaucy baggage. | 
Arb. Sir, tho? you have the care of my eſtate, you have no 
command over my ſervants; I am now your ward, not your 
ſlave; if you uſe me thus, you II conſtrain me to chuſe another 
guardian. | 
Muck [Aſi ide.) A gipſey who taught her this cunning? I 
muſt haſten this match, or loſe roool. by the bargain. 


{To Arb.] What a buſtle is here with a peeviſh love-ſick girl? 


pray, child, have you learnt Cupid's catechiſm ? do you know 
what love is? 


AIR IX. Set by the AuTHOR. 


; 
Love's a gentle generous paſſion, ' 
Source of all ſublime delight, 
When with mutual inclinction, | 
Two fond hearts in one unite. 
Two fond, etc. 
„ . 
What are titles, pomp or riches, 

If compar'd with true content? 
That falſe jay which aow bewitches, 
When obtain'd we may repent. 

wu hen obtain'd, etc. 

III. 

Lawleſs paſſi ons bring vexation, 

But a chaſte and conſtant love, 
Ts a glirious emulation 

O/ the bliſsful ſtate above, 

Of the, etc, 

B 
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Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, one *ſquire Sapſcull out of Yorkſhire, defires to ; 
ſpeak with you. 3 
Muck. I'm glad he's come—defire him to walk in. | 

Servant goes out, and returns with Gaylove dreſs'd in 
Sapſcull's cloaths. | 

Gayl. Sir, an your name be Sir Penurious Muckworm. 

Muck. Sir, I have no other; may I crave yours. I 

Gayl. Samuel Sapſcull, jun. Eſq ; ; at your lordſhip's ſervice. . 

Muck. A very Cy towardly youth, and a comely one, 
1 aſſure you. [To Arbella. 

Gayl. Pray, Sir, an T may be ſo bold; which of theſe two | 
pratty laſſes, is your niece, and my wife, that mun be. þ 

Arb. What a brute is this? before l'd have ſuch a wretch | 
for a huſband, I'd die ten thouſand deaths. | | 

Muck, Which do you like beſt, Sir? 

Gayl. Marry, an I were to chuſe, I'd take em doth. 

Muck. Very courtly, indeed. I ſee the 'ſquire's a wag, 

| Comb. Both! I'll aſſure you, ſaucebox; ; the work | is too 
good for you. 


AIR X. Gilh-fow'r, gentle roſemary. i 
| . 
5 Why fow 10, Sir Cows: doſt ſet up for a a wit ? 
Gilly-flow'r, gentle roſemary ; | 
Tf here you ſhould wed, you're as certainly bit: 
As the dew it flies over the mulberry tree. 
8 II. | 
If fuch a fine lady to wife you ſhould lots, 
Gilly-flow'r, gentle roſemary: 
Your heart, head, and horns, ſpall as certainly ake, 
As the dew it flies over the mulberry tree. 


Muck. Inſufferable aſſurance, affront a gentleman in my 
houſe! never mind her, Sir; ſhe's none of my nicce, my a pert 
flut of a chambermaid. 

SGayl. A chamber jade! Lord, lord, how brave you keep 
your maidens here in London! wuns-lent, ſhe's as fine as our 
lady mayoreſs. | 

Muck. Ay, her miſtreſs wolle her ; but follow me, Sir, ayd 
I'll warrant | you we'll manage her and her, miſtreſs too. 
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AIR XI. Set by the AuTHor, 


1. 
J am in truth, 
| „A country youth, 
* Unus'd to London faſhions ; 
« Yet virtue guides, 
| And til! preſides, 
" O'er all my ſteps and paſſions: 
| No courtly leer, | 
But all ſincere, 
No bribe ſhall ever blind me; 
If you can like, 
« A Yorkſhire tike 
* An honeſt Jad you'll find me. 
Gi 
% Tho' envy's tongue, 
With flander hung, 
„ Does oft belye our country; 
% No men on earth, 
« Boaſt greater worth, 
„Or more extend their bounty: 
„% Our northern breeze, | 
With us agrees, 
And does for buſineſs fit us; 
| In public cares, 
| © In loves affairs, 
With honour we acquit us. 
III. 
* A noble mind 
s ne'er confin'd 
© To any fhire, or nation, 
« He gains moſt praiſe, 
Who belt diſplays 
A gen rous education, 
„While rancour rouls 
% In narrow ſouls, | 
„By narrow views diſcerning, 
© The truly wiſe, 
| Will only prize, 
„ Good manners, ſenſe, and learning. 


3 2 
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{All this time Gaylove does his utmoſt to diſcover himſelf to 
Arbella, but ſhe turns from him, and won't underſtand him.] 


Sayl. Well, an ye wunna ſee, I cannot help it. Good- 
by-t'ye, forſooth; in the mean time, here's a paper with ſome-. 


thing in it that will clear your lordſhip's eyeſight. 


[Throws down a letter, and Exit, fan 1 


"OR What can the foo] mean? 


Comb. (Taking up. the letter) Madam, as I _ here S A 


letter from Mr. Gaylove. 
Arb. This is ſurpriſing! [Snatches the letter and reads. 


THO? this diſguiſe is put on to blind old Muckworm, I hope it 


will not conceal from my dear Arbella, the perſon of her ever conſlant 
| GAYLOYV E. 
Blind fool that I was! I could tear my eyes out. | 
Comb. Lord, ma'am, who the duce could bave thasght 1 it 
had been Mr. Gaylove. Well, our maidenheads certainly 
ſtood in our lights this bout. 


Arb. Hold your prattle; I have great hopes of this enter- 
prize, however it carries a good face with it; but whether it- 
ſucceeds or no, I muſt love the dear man that ventures fo hard 


for m y fake, 


AIR XII. set by the Aurkox. 


 * That man who beſt can danger dare 
ls moſt deſerving of the fair; 
The bold and brave we women prize, 
„The whining ſlave we all deſpiſe, 
«The whining, etc. 
I. 
« Let coxcombs flatter, cringe and lie, 
* Pretend to languiſh, pine, and die; 
such men of words my ſcorn ſhall 'be, 
The man of deeds is the man for me, 
«© The man, etc. [Extt. 
Comb. My miſtreſs is intirely in the right on't. 


AIR XIII. I had a pretty taſs, a tenant of my on. 


«The man that ventures faireſt, 
And furtheſt for my ſake, 
« Wh & fal. lal, la, ele. 5 


En 


3 
7 


[Surveying himſelf. 
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« The ſooneſt of my purſe 
And my perſon ſhall partake, 
% With a fal, lal, la, etc. 
© No drowſy drone ſhall ever 
. conqueſt make of me, 
** But to a lad that's clever, 
„ How civil could I be? . 
« With a fal, lal, la, etc. | [Excunt, 


Enter Sapſcull dreſt a. lu mode de petit maitre. Blunder in à rich 
| livery, with bis hair tuck'd up and powder'd behind. 


Blund. Meſs, maſter, how fine ye be; marry, believe me an 
ye were at Sapſcull-Hall, I dare By, Sir Samuel bimſelf wou'd 
hardly know ye. ; 

Sapſ. Know ye, marry, I bot t know myſelf ———— 

— 'm ſo fine: and thou art quite an- 
Turns Blunder about.] — 


other ſort of a creature too.“ 


Well, talk what ye liſt o' Yorkſhire, I fay there's nought like 


London; for my part, I don't care an 1 ne'er ſee the face of 


Sapſeull. Hall agen. 


Bland. What need ye, an ye getten 60001. with young 
gentlewoman ; beſides, father has ty'd eſtate faſt enough to ye; 
—-—an { were as ye, I'd e'en bide here, and live as 8 85 as 


the beſt o' em. 


Sapſ. Ay. Blunder, ſo J will, a ſre Berdedonm fair too. 

Blund. That ye mun not, for I did hear 'em talk, at the 
Green Man at Barnet, as how the may'r had cry'd it down, 

Sapſ. How! cry'd down Bartledom fair! what a murrain is 
London good for then? I wou'dn't bide here and N gi t 
me — 1 thought to have had ſuch Han now .— 


AIR XIV. Brtholomeu · Fair. | 


LE: 
„% 0 Bartledom Fair, 
Since thy lord mayor 
„Has cry'd thee down ;_ 
« There's nought worth regarding, 
1 not give a farding, 
For London town. 
Such pork, ſuch pig. 
Such game, ſuch rig, 
B 3 
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* Such rattling there; 
„Hut all's done, 
* There's no fun 
© Alt Bariledom Fair. 
| IT. 
« Farewel all joys, 
, *prentice boys, 
% And pretty maids ; 
The country and court, 
Have loſt all their ſport, 
« And the ſhew-folks their trades ; 
« Nay, even the cit, 
In a generous fit, 
* Would take ſpouſey there; 
« But all's done, 
* There's no fun 
. ms Fair. 


To them, a n well dreſvd. 


Serv. Gentlemen, I come from Sir Penurious Muckworm, 
T am his ſervant, and wait on purpoſe to conduct you to Mrs, 
Arbella's apartment. | 
Sapſ. Servant! waunds, why you're finer nor your maſter, 
Serv. O, Sir, that's nothing in London. 


S CE N E, an apartment. 


Slango repreſenting Arbella, Servant introduces Sapſcull and Blunder. 
Sapf.. Well, forſooth, you know my buſineſs ; few words are 


fay, 


beſt among friends 
ay; and I'll ſecond you. | 

Slang. A very compendious way of wooing, truly. 
LAſde.] 1 hope you'll ſpare a maiden's bluſhes, Sir; but lard 
gad you are too quick upon me. 


— is it a match, or no ?— 


Sapſ. I means to be quicker yet, ay marry, i make thee | 


quick too, afore I ha' done with thee. 


Slang. T proteſt, Sir, you put me to ſuch a nonpls I don' t 


know what to ſay. 
Sapſ. Ne'er heed; parſon ſhall teach thee what to ſay. For 

my part, I have con'd my leſſon afore-hand. 
Slang. But will you love me? 


mos 4 Love thee? Lord, lord, 1 loves thee beiter . I does 
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| my Bay Filley ; did you ne'er ſee her, forſooth ? od, ſhe's a 


dainty tit, and ſure I am, ———— I loves her better nor I 
do nown father. ———-—Blunder, run and fet a parſon. 
slang. Mr. Blunder may ſave himſelf that Wel, Sir, I 
have provided one already. | 


Sapſ. Why then, let's make haſte, dear fget Hoey; for I 


do long _ it's over. | | [Exeunt, 
Enter cou and Arbella. 


A IR XV. Set by the AUTHOR, 


| I. 
_ Gayl. Thou only darling T admire, 
5 My heart's delight, my ſoul's defire ; 
Poſſeſſing thee I've greater ſtore, 
Than king to be of India's ſore. 
II. | 
For every woman were there three, 
And in the world no man but me; 
I'd ſingle you from all the reſt, 
To ſweeten life, and make me veſt. 


Arb. Well! I never was ſo deceiv'd in my life! how could 
you clown it ſo naturally? 


Gayl. What is it I would not do, for your dear ſake? "rg PE 


I intreat you, let's lay hold of this opportunity, and put it out 
of fortune's power ever to divide us. 
Arb. What would you have me to do? 
_ Gayl. Leave all to me. I have left Combruſh to amuſe 
your uncle, while a fellow collegiate of mine, who is in orders, 
waits in the next room to finiſh the reſt, | 
Arb. Do what you will with me: for, in ſhort, I don't know 
what to * with myſelf. | 


AIR XVI. The nymph that undoes me. 
Arb. Let prudes and coquets their intentions conceal ; 
With pride, and with pleaſure, the truth 1 reveal. 
You're all I can wiſh, and all J deſire ; 
So fix'd is my flame, it ne er can 1 
So fix'd is my flame, etc, 
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1. | 
Gayl. Let rakes, and let libertines, revel and range, 
Poſſe /s'd of ſuch treaſure, what mortal would change? 
Tou're the ſource of my hope, the ſpring of my Joy, 
A fountain of bliſs that never can . | 
4 * of bliſs, etc. . 


AIR XVII. By Mr. HANDEL. 
[Gaylove and Arbella together, 
How tranſporting i is the pleaſure, 
When two hearts like ours unite ? 
When our fondneſs knows no meaſure, 
ny no bounds our dear delight. | 


Enter Muckworm and Combruſh. 
Muck. well; I forgive you: this laſt action has made a- 


mends for all. ' find a chamber-maid is prime miniſter in ma- 


—and you ſay, they are quite loving? 


trimonial affairs 


Comb. Fond, ſond. Sir, as two turtles | but I beg you wou d 


not diſturb em. 
Nuck. By no means; let 'em have their love out, pretty 


fools! I ſhall be glad, however, to ſee ſome of their little fond- 


neſſes : but tell me ſeriouſly, how do you like the *ſquire ? 

Comb. Oh: of all wg Sir; and ſo does my miſtreſs, I 

aſſure you. 

Muck. How that ſcoundrel Gaylove will be diſappointed! 
Comb. He'll be ready to hang himſelf, (about her neck.) 


W 
9 S 


Exeunt. 


[ Aſide, | | 


Muck. T hey make ballads upon 7g 


Comb. I have made one already, and will ſing itif you pleaſe, 


Muck. With all my heart. 


AIR XVIII. A beggar got a beadle. 
| | „„ 
There was a certain uſurer, 
| He had a pretty niece ; 
FW as courted by a barrifter, 
Who was her doating piece. 
Her uncle to prevent the ſame, 
Did all that in him lay, 
For which he's very much to blame, 
As all good people ſay. 
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II. 

A country *ſquire was to wed 

. This fair and dainty dame ; 
1 | But ſuch contraries in a bed, 

1 Wou'd be a monſtrous ſhame : 
| To ſee a lady bright and gay, 

| Of fortune, and of charms, 
So 5Shamefully be thrown away, 


r. Into a looby's arms. 
| III. 
: The vers, thus diſtrafted, 
It ſet * em on a plot: 
Which lately bas been afted, 
t. And — — — al I tell you what ? . 
| The gentleman diſguis'd himſelf 
5 L.müite to the country *ſquire, 
Ks Deceived the old miſchievous elf, 
> And got his heart's defir re. 
'd Muck, J don't like this ſong. . | 
CTomb. Then you don't like truth, Sir. 
ty | Muck. What d'ye mean to affront me? 
d- | - Comb. Would you have me tell a lye, Sir? 
5 Muck. Get out of my houſe, you baggage. | 
1 | Comb. T only ſtay to take my miſtreſs with me; and fre, 
here ſhe comes. 
n Tꝰ0o them Gaylove and Arbells. 5 
le. Muek. So, Sir; you have deceived me; but 1'll provide you 
| wedding- ſuit; a fine long Chancery ſuit, before ever you 
ſe. touch a penny of her fortune. 


Gayl. Sir, if you dare embezzle a farthing, 1 I'll provide you 
with a more laſting garment; a curious ſtone-doublet : you have 
met with your match, Sir; I Havs ſtudied the law, ay, and 
practis'd it too. 8 

Muck. The devil take you, and the law together. — — 


To them Sapſcull and Slango. 


-— Hey day! who in the name of wonder have we got here? 

Gayl. Only ſquire Sapſcull, his bride, and boobily man. 

slang Come, my dear! hold up your head like a man, and 
let him ſee what an elegant huſband J have bot. 
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Blund. Ay; and let 'em ſee what a dainty wife my maſter 
has gotten. 


Sapſ. Here's a pow'r of fine folk, wiel honey wife! pray. 
who may they be? 

Slang. This, Sir, is Sir penurious Muek worm 

Sapſ. No honey ! I fear you are miſtaken. Sir Penurious is 
another guiſe ſort of a man; an 1 miſtake not, he's more liker 
yon ſame gentleman. | 

Blund. Ay, fo he is, maſter. 

slang. That ſame gentleman was Sir penurious Muckworm, 
ſome time ago, but now he's chang'd to gy Gaylove, Efq; 

Gayl. At your ſervice, Sir. 

Sapſ. And who's yon fine lady? 

Gayl. My wife, Sir, and that worthy knight's n niece. 

apl. Your wife! and that 12.66] s niece! why who a mure 
rain have I gotten then? 

Gayl. My man, Slango; and I wiſh you much joy. 

Sapſ. Your man, Slango! what have J married a man, then? 

Slang. If you don t like me, my dear, we'll be en this 
minute. | 15 
Sap. My dear, a murrain take ſueh gears! where's wy 
writings? I'll ha' you all hang d for cheats. 5 

Gayl. You had better hang yourſelf for a fool. 'Go home, 
child, go home, and learn more wit. There's your deed of 
ſettlement; but as for the writings, they happen to be mine, 
and kept fraudulently from me by your father, to whom they 
were mortgaged by my late brother. The eſtate has been clear 
theſe three years. Send your father to me and Pll talk to bim. 
This is but tit for tat, young gentleman. Your father wanted 
to get my eſtate from me: and I have got the wife he intend- 
ed for you. All's fair, Sir. Ke, 

Muck. I ſay all's foul, and a damn'd cheat ; and fo I'll make 
it appear. | [Exit, in a rage. 

Gayl. Do your worlt, ir, you can't unmarry us. 


A 1 R XIX. Set by the AuT Hon. 
Arb. Now fortune is paſt its ſevereſt, 

My paſſion, of mortal's ſincereſt, 

Kind heaven has repaid in my deareſt ; 

What gift can it greater beſtow ? 
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Gayl. True love ſpall thro” deſtiny guide us, 
| Still conſtant whatever betide us, 
There's nothing but death ſvall divide us, 
So . a fondneſs we'll ſhow, 


BOTH. 


By Cupid and Hymen united, 
By dangers no longer affrighied. 
Well live in each other delighted, 
The greateſt of bleſſings below. 


Sapſ. What mun IT do? I mun ne'er ſee father's face again, 
| Gay. Never fear, ſquire, III ſet all to rights; tho' your 
father's my enemy, I'm not your's: my houſe ſhall be your 
home, till I have reconcil'd yon to your father; and for the 
honour of Yorkſhire, 1'll ſee you ſhan't be abus'd here. 

Sapſ. Say ye ſo, Sir? then I do wiſh you much joy with all 


: my heart. 


Blund. Ay, and fo does Blunder too. 
Sapſ. Well, fin I ſee you be ſo happy in a _ ll not t be. 


long without one, I aflure you. 


9 Lou can't be happier than I wiſh you. 
A IR xx. Set by the aurnex. 


CHORUS. 


| I. 
Gayl. Come learn by this, ye batehelort, 
Come learn by this, ye batchelors, 
Who lead unſettled lives, 
When once ye come to ſerious thought, 
IV hen once ye come to ſerious thought, 
There's nothing like good wives, 
There” s nothing like good wives. 
Arb. Come learn by this, ye vive 1 
Come learn, etc. 
Say I adviſe you well, 
Tou re better in a husband's arms, 
Toꝛu' re better, etc, | 
Than leading apes in bell, 
Than leading, ctc+ 
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TIT. 


« Sapſ. A batchelor's a cormorant, 
4 batchelor, etc. 
A batchelor's a drone, 
He eats and my at all men's coſt, 
He eats, etc. 
But ſeldom at his own, 


But ſeldom, etc. 


IV; 


| Comb. old maids and fuſty patchelors, 
| Old maids, tC. 
At marriage rail and ** . 
So when the fox cou dn t reach the grapes, i 
So when, etc. | 
He cry'd, they all were e ſou” r, 


He cry'd, etc. 


OMNES. 


Ola maids, „ 


A TABLE OF THE SONGS. 


AIR. 


1. Gentle Cupid! ſeek my lover. Page 8 
2. Shall I ſtand ſtill and tamely ſee, F 
3 Why ſhould women fo much be controul'd, ib - 
4. My charming Arabell. | 1 
5. That man who for life. 8 
6. O London is a dainty place. | 9 
7. Come hither, my country ſquire, It 
8. In vain you mention pleaſure, Iz 
9. Love's a gentle generous paſſion. 13 
10. Why how now, Sir Clown, doſt ſet up for a wit. 14 
11. I am in truth. 555 
12. That man who beſt can danger dare. 16 
13. The man that ventures faireſt. Ss © 
14. O Bartledom fair. 3 5 | 17 
15. Thou only darling I Lilies: 19 
16. Let prudes and coquets their intentions conceal,ih, 
17. How tranſporting is the pleaſure. 20 
18. There was a certain uſurer. | ib. 
19. Now fortune is paſt its ſevereſt. 22 
20. Come learn by this, ye Batchelors, 23 


THE EN D. 


: e . 


: 
OE 2 


